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	1. Chapter One

**YEAR ONE**

_**Chapter One: Sorting Houses**_

_25th July, 1990_

Dear Diary,

Today I've embarked on a new journey; starting Hogwarts School of Witchcraft and Wizardry. I remember my older brother; Joseph would always come home telling me of the great things that Hogwarts had to offer. The main thing that I loved besides the learning is the quidditch games that were played between the houses. My brother was a chaser and he taught me most things about the game. But I, Margret Rose Potestatem, cannot do anything like that.

If you are wondering about my last name, Potestatem, it is Latin for power, because there was a time that my family's name was more feared than the Malfoy's. This is something that our family is very proud of, that was until 1800s and our family wealth started to disappear. But luckily my great, great grandfather, Charles got my family out of debt.

I do apologise for the chicken scratch that I call handwriting, as I'm currently writing this on the train. I'm currently ignoring a girl that I truly despise, Pansy Parkinson. Ever since out mothers became great friends at the Draco's third birthday party. Ever since they have been great friends.

Hogwarts seem like a different world away from everything and everyone. I'm going to miss everything from home. My room, my brother, my family, the forest behind the estate. Luckily I had chosen to bring my cat, Felix, with me. Currently he is sitting next to me purring his little head off. While Pansy is blabbing about how one of her house elves spilt gravy over her new robes I was stroking Felix's fur. He gave me the comfort of home. Possibly if the train stopped and the chair I was sitting on was more comfortable I would be able to close my eyes and think I was still at home.

I'm beyond nervous for the House Sorting. My whole family that has come to Hogwarts have only been in Slytherin. I'm pretty sure my great aunt was in Ravenclaw, but never has anyone else in my family have been in a different house.

Well now I'm back from the dinner in the Great Hall. And they don't call it the Great Hall for nothing. It was so grand. I overheard a girl called Hermione say that the ceiling in the Great Hall is bewitched. I also recall that she read it in a book call 'Hogwarts, A History'. I possibly need to get that book out.

I was shocked because Harry Potter is now at Hogwarts. I've heard stories about him from my parents, about how he defeated: He Who Must Not Be Name, or the Dark Lord that my dad refers to him as. I had to hid my laugh when he rejected Draco as a friend and decided to be friends with that Weasley boy. My parents and brother constantly call them blood traitors. But I don't understand why they are. I hear they have a daughter called Ginny, I'm hoping that I could be friends with her.

Thankfully I'm got put in Slytherin. Though I have a feeling that most people in the school despise my house, but I will wear the badge with pride.

As I was up on the stool with the Sorting Hat on my head I felt the pressure on for going into the 'right' house. I was scary. I knew my parents wanted a letter home about what house that I was put in. And if I lied my parents are friends most of the other Slytherin parents. My dad constantly is going over to Malfoy Manor to talk to Draco's dad, who I fear beyond all measure.

But I know that I have done my family proud as now I'm in Slytherin like the rest of my family. I can now fit in. So after school my mum said I am going to be married off, I did tell her that I wanted to be a quidditch player, but she laughed at me and said it was the most unladylike thing to do.

From a seriously doubting herself,

_Margret Rose Potestatem. _

P.S: I'm not prepared for tomorrow.

* * *

><p><span><em>AUTHOR'S NOTE:<em>_ This is a story idea that I've had in my head for a while now. I figured there needs to be a story that focuses on the hardships that the Slytherins went through the series, as I believe most of them wouldn't be followers of Voldemort. Basically the Harry Potter series from a very different point of view. I apologise for any information that doesn't seem correct, like I really don't know when they start at Hogwarts. _

**_[Disclaimer: I do not own Harry Potter in any way, otherwise Fred wouldn't of died.] _**


	2. Chapter Two

**YEAR ONE**

_**Chapter Two: Potion Class**_

_27th July, 1990 _

Dear Diary,

Today we finally went to our classes. Yesterday, we just went on a tour of the school. It was boring. I knew where a few places were as I had been there a few times while my brother was here.

I've got to say I was very much excited for Defence Against the Dark Arts. It seemed like a great class! With learning all the spells, to duel and all of the cool stuff us witches and wizards can do. But it was the complete opposite from what I was expecting. The class was beyond boring. The class smelt like garlic. The professor just said it was to scare away some vampire that he had met ages ago.

Transfiguration seemed like to be an average class until professor McGonagall said how serious the class was no there was no time to muck around. It scared me beyond all reason. I thought the first year was about getting you bearings, making friends and getting decent marks. Not all hard work and study.

Potions was fun I suppose, besides getting dirty looks from some of the students in Gryffindor. I wanted to make some new friends. Friends that weren't friends with my parents.

Professor Snape called on Harry to answer some questions about potions in general. I've got to admit that I didn't know a single answer or even heard about some of the potions they were talking about.

Hermione Granger on the other hand, was bouncing in her seat to answer the questions. I had heard in the house that she was a muggle born, but from her knowledge of potions I started to believe that her parents could be healers. But Pansy told me wrong and said I quote: "She is nothing but a dirty, filthy Mudblood." I hated the word Mudblood. I truly thought that all blood would be the same colour. Mother and father told me that I was sadly mistaken and naïve. So I slowly started to believe them that muggle borns blood was a different colour from ours.

But, potion had to be by far, my favourite class of the day! We made some basic potions that changed colours when we added different ingredients. Snape is also our head of house, so I'm hoping that he will let us off lightly with handing in homework late.

I had the pleasure of having Pansy as my potions partner. All she did through the whole class was making google eyes at Draco. I've got to say that he is cute, but I would never go out with him.

As I'm writing this on the desk is a letter to my parents, just saying that I'm honoured to be in Slytherin and that I had a great day at first day at Hogwarts.

I remember last year my parents didn't care much about my brothers achievements at Hogwarts (though he didn't know that). I felt somewhat guilty hiding that from my brother who had taught me how to steal cookies from the kitchen without being caught by an elf. I'm pretty sure that my brother was either quidditch captain or prefect. Whatever role he got it wasn't go enough, my parents wanted my brother to get head boy. But sadly he didn't. Last year the head boy came from Ravenclaw and the head girl came from Gryffindor. It would have turned out worst for my brother if someone from our own house got head boy. But my goal now is to at least get deputy head girl.

So now I know to push myself during my time in Hogwarts. I'm going to be the best I can be both academically, socially and possibly playing on the house quidditch team.

From a-soon-to-be-high-achiever,

Margret Rose Potestatem.


End file.
